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Who dress out all these haughty lords, and all these ladies gentle, It makes the heart ache when we look through all this hollow show, 
The prond, the young, the beautiful, the g¢ iy, the sentimental ? And see the haggard artizan. the miner's face of woe; 
Who but the hardy sons of toil, beneath their burdens groaning : Think, all this gand and luxury, so clerant, so brave, 
( The diamond's light is but their tear, the musie is their moaning. Is but the ghitter of the chain that binds the Britich shewe 
. aS 4%. 1&5 133 GS { thenghts, which Mr. Beufort, divining their char- I felt that the high hopes [ entertained of which 
reter, suffered meto indulge. JT was inspired with }| FEi:nma was the object, would be forever blasted. 
a _ ech aeeneibdlll .. new horn , yet they were carkened even in. their But I did not sufler myself to contemplate failure ’ 
PHE SILVER BOTTLE: | Kiel alaaalit wineneetinn Tone tiles eistinmieeiadmns ateliun wiliiale We rode on through a charming country jntere 
OR 3 : Se y ; . . ; . 7 ’ ! a8 ! mane? , } ’ 
The Adventures of “ Little Warlboro?? | | had erossed my path, as the traveling com- Rpereed With Villas, Cusiics, at pringied with 
En Search of Wis Fortune. panion ofa man Thad so little reason te love om By. eee a — veers rely Soe 
WRITTEN BY HIMSELF. fussel Carryl Still TA d. | r of t ng above the green oaks, gave a lively and 
Written for the idle dee a P ea ee eee neune and buoyant temperament t t nhetanelos ; j ' aspect to t!} fair ee “ chowe 
y~ ors 5 Ph aay * ape eee & af stand in my wavy, I indulged, while I thonght of beheld fron ourcarnage windows. | ’ 
P CHAPTER Xv. Emma. the happiest visions of the future Kut adi, weil heealled a garden! Itis eve y where beantifnl . 
Mar rough Castle. Anenst 9. 1844 all depended on the success of my present missien ! to the eve! Bat I could not ety reflecting os | 
For more than half an hour after leay ne the This reflection made me more earnest ore resolute fre ze on its pleasant vales and quiet villages, é 
ay Inn where I had encountered in so re irkable a in My Purpose toch rupthe mystery atftenaing , 4 ts stately country hous sand pal co-hike mansions py 
. P - 


‘manner, Miss Field, I sat w rapped In my own birth Should I fail after all in pros vr any thing, ? of her nobles, how many of her children wu 
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that moment excluded from the enjoyment of these 
fair objects, shut up by thousands in her factories, 
or immersed by tea thousands in ber cavernous 
mines! I felt that with all her glory, and beauty, 
and power, and greatness, England at last was but 
a land of task-inasters and slaves; that every 
ninety-nine of her inhabitants were slaves to the 
one hundreth! and my heart turned instinetly to 
America, 
“ The land of the free, the home of the brave !"’ 
About three 


from which there was a 


in the afternoon as we rose a hill 


prospect of great beauty 
and extent, Mr. Beufort said, pointing to a noble 
castle situated in the midst of the valley, surrounded 
by a park leagues in circumference. 

the Duke of Marl- 
borough!’ I turned my eyes in the direction in 


‘* There, sir, is the seat of 


which he pointed with emotions I am unable to 
describe. I felt my heart bound and my pulse 
About 


magnificent area of woodla: 


leap. four miles distant in the midst of a 
{lawn and lake with 
a back ground of blue mountains, I beheld situated 


It 


As | surveyed tt and 


the place of my destination. looked like a royal 


seat! like a royal domain. 
, ) 
let my eyes rove over the towers of churches ana 


the roofs ot 


half-concealed villages, and the far 
distant spires of a large town, all of which Mr. 
Beufort informed me 


appertained to this estate, my 


heart sank within me. I felt that | was daring and 
foolishly presumptuous in prosceuting the search. 
I experienced a feeling of self-reproof for suffering 
my wishes to discover my parents to suffer me to 


!—"Phat the 


proceed to such lepeths as I had done 
proprictor of that princely estate, that the proud 
Duke of Marlborough should in any way be any 
thing to me or I to him, 1, poor obscure American, 
without name or birth, seemed all at once so pre- 
posterous and absurb and altogether so unlikely, 
that I suddenly laid my hand on Mr. Beufort’s 
wrist and said, 

“ Sir, I feel that [ am very foolish ! 


sible that 


It is impe s- 


I should be connected with this 


The ci 


ircumstances 


no! ke 
house. that have seemed to 
favor the idea, are only singular coincidence with- 
out any reference to my case. My courage fails 
me, and I ain beginning to accuse myself of pre- 
sumption |” 

“ Your feclings are perhaps quite natural, my 
young friend,” said Mr. Beufort to me, smiling 
kindly : * but we must not be governed in this case 
by feelings. ‘he sight of the Duke’s palace has 
no doubt pre sented a powerful contrast to your own 
condition, and you view your situation in its light. 
But you must take courage! The same motives 
and circumstances that liad such strength in Lon- 
Take 


will, somehow 


don are equally potent now! 
all 


out as it ought to!” 


courage and 


we shall see that or other turn 

I was in some degree encouraged by his words, 
and leanine back in the carriage I tried to calm 
events 


mvself and prepare my mind for the that 


were to follow. I was at ke noth aroused from my 


reveric by the stopping of the Post-Chaise. ITlooked 


out of the window and a ery of surprise involuntarily 


escaped me. Before us was a state Ny gate-way, 
above which was an escutcheon over which hovered 
an eagle in stone tr imp! ng upon a serpent It was 
the very gate-way I had seen in my dream '* 
While 1 was looking at it utter!y overcome by this 
singular circumstance, a man dressed in black 


came forth from the lodge by the gate for the pur- 
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pose of throwing it open, when seeing me he started, 
gazed earnestly upon my features, and then with 
great respect and reverence bowed and opened the 
gate. ‘I‘his very man in black I had also seen in 
my dream, to which I request my readers to turn 
back. 


recover myself from my 


We passed through the gate before I could 
Mr. Beufort 
seeing my great emotion, inquired the cause, and 
I related to hun 


surprise. 


! 


my dream !—He was confounded 


with wonder. 
** All,” L said, as I looked out of the window, “ is 
just as I then beheld it. The same noble avenue 


of trees, the same lake around which the road 
wound !”” 

This identity so faithful filled me all at once with 
the most painful alarm: the most distressing fears ; 
for if I had seen the first part of my dream so 
faithfully realized, should I not also find the tragical 
I turned 
pale and trembled with feelings of unutterable 


termination the same as I had then seen it! 


anguish. We approached a group of ouks upon a 


As lL beheld it, I said, 
* Sir, Lam fated to find my mother here, and to 


find he 


mound, 


rdead! ‘That group of oaks I distinetly call 
to mind 
beheld is impressed upon my mind, we shall after 
winding round 


; and to prove to you how vividly all I 


it come in sivhtofa small lake with 
a fountain in the midst, and after passing round 
the lake and crossing a lawn bordered by chesnuts 
we shall come in sight of the Castle!” 

It proved precisely as I had said, Mr. Beufort, as 
we came in front of the palace, gazed upon me with 
looks of astonishment. 

* A Providence secins to be in this young man,” 
he said impressively. “ Fear not the result.” 

I could not, however, but fear! The idea that I 
should prove to be a descendant of this noble House 
was lost in the reflection that my mother’s spirit 
before 1 should behold her! This 


fecling was so strong upon me and had such an 


would depart 


et upon my mind, that when the carriage drew 
» the I did to 


door opened by the footman, but throwing it open 


terrace have the 


not wait 


myself I sprang from the coach and flew up the 
marble steps of the Portico, up which I had been 
ushered in dream ! 


my Ileedless of the surprised 


ipating what 


stare of the attendants hed 


nto the hall, and 
yes, anti I should see, I 
beheld at the extren ity what I looked for—a bas 
relief in green marble of vith his claw 


upon the head of a s¢ rpent! ‘The double door beneath 


hiting my « 
an eagle 


it was partly open, and without hesitation I ad. 


vanced rapidly towards it, in hopes that I 


should 
at least obtain a parting look—a glance a word! 
from my mother’s lips before she expired! For so 
vividly was my dream impressed upon my senses, 
that | had no doubt that I 


dying couch. 


wus hastening to her 
) , , tha A 
Passing through the doors I entered 


a circular chamber of ! 


splendor. 


worked in gvold thread. 


great heieht and 


It was hung with tapestry 


IL recognized this upartinent at a glance, ven 
the figures upos the tap stry were falar to me! 
Hiow then could L be otherwise than in pre ssed with 
the idea that T was about to see realized the subse- 
quent portions of ny dream? I souecht w th faltering 


yes tor the couch upon which I ¢ xpected to see 


the dying form of her who I had been told was ny 
mother! ‘The pl ice where the couch stood was 
O4 nod | i ible slab Suppo ted by p lar 

Upon the slab lay ree t I ke th upon her 
side, as if asleep, the figure of female exquisitely 
carved in the purest marble. I stood before it 


petrified with amazement. ‘The features were those 


of her I had seen in my dream! 
* She is dead then! She is entombed !” I cried 


“| 


At this moment a gentleman entered 


in unspeakable anguish and sorrow. am too, 


too late !” 
from a door behind this cenotaph, and without 
observing me knelt by the side of the marble figure 
and gazed upon the features with sad tenderness. 
It was the face and form of the same noble looking 
gentleman I had seen in my dream! How strange ! 
the dream so faithful in all else should have changed 
in the substitution of the marble figure for the 
lonely corpse of the dead ; a cenotaph fora couch! 
When I beheld him enter and saw him kneel, the 
idea that I had at length found only the tomb of 
my mother, overwhelmed me with such grief—such 
a crowd of emotions rushed upon me, that I fell 
forward and fainted at the base of the cenotaph! 

When I came to myself I found I was in this 
chamber from which I write and lying upon a bed. 
By me sut bending over me with solicitude, the 
kind, friendly Mr. Beufort. Seeing that I was 
perfectly restored he allowed me to rise and to put 
to him a series of rapid questions. 

* It is now three hours since we arrived here,” 
he said, “* and since you rushed so wildly into the 

* Lowe, sir,” I said mortified, “ a thousand 
apologies to you—but I recognized every thing 
around me! the portico—the saloon, the chamber 
containing the cenotaph were all as if I had visited 
thein yest rday ! Ilow could I do otherwise than 
believe I should find my dying mother!” 

* Tlow extraord nary!” he exclaimed. 

** In place of the couch of which I spoke to you 
was the cenotaph! In place of the body of my 
mother, the marble effigy !—AlII else was the same, 
even the gentleman who came in and knelt by it! 
Oh, sir, was it not all a dream a second time 
Did [really see such a gentleman ? ‘Tell me all ?” 

* Your entrance into the hall astonished eve ry 
one who saw you! You were supposed to be insane! 
I at once divined your object, knowing what I did 
of your singular dream! I followed you as fast as 
I could, but we both being unknown to the servants 
and our singular mode of entering the castle rousing 
their suspicions I was detained by the steward who 
seized my arm, while others were despatched in 
pursuit of you!” 

* How singular my conduct must have appear- 
ed!” J said, quite ashamed, 

‘“Jtis all over now and will turn out right. I 
sent them for the Duke giving my name, and was 
detained tll an usher came and informed me 
the Duke 


that 


was then out, but the 


would return in 


morning. tf then was about to say I must be per- 


mitted to find you, when I heard a ery of alarm 


and a call for aid from the circular hall in which 


you had disappeared. I 


at onec, with the others, 


rushed forward, believing some fearful event had 


occurred touching you. <As I entered I saw a tall 


man of singular dignity of person clad in mourning 


bending over you. You were lying perfeetly umam. 


rate 1 hastened towards you, and as I came to 
your side I saw the ventleman was regarding you 
with the most fixed and intense interest Is he 
hurt? was my first exclamation. 

* Tle has faintec r,”’ he answered without 
lookine up, still regarding your features with ex- 
traordinary earnestness; and once [saw him glance 


ice to that of the effigy as al ine ntally 


lines of resemblance !” 





‘ 

















*“ It is astonishing, sir,” I said, deeply moved, 
as Mr. Beufort related this incident. ‘ I am over- 
whelmed with what I hear each moment! Is it 
possible I shall at last prove to be related to this 
family ! perhaps to be the son of this noble-looking 
gentleman! [ am lost in amazement!” 

* He made no effort to resuscitate, you,” con- 
tinued Mr. Beufort smiling with hope and confidence 
upon me, * and alarmed for you I took upon me 
to order the servants to bring water and restoratives. 
In the meanwhile I addressed the gentleman in the 
hearing of all, saying that you were a young friend 
of mine, who with me had come to see the Duke on 
business of importance, but that circumstances 
connected with the visit had rendered you highly 
nervous, and that you had left the carriage and 
flown into the castle under a temporary state of 
nervous impulse which was beyond your control ! 

* This was the best explanation I could offer ; 
and it proved satisfactory to the Steward, who im- 
mediately ordered a chamber to be prepared for 
you, and you to be conducted thither. The gentle. 
man had seemed to pay no regard to what I said, 
but only continued comparing your face with that 
of the sculptured female. And on regarding it 
myself I was struck with the resemblance which 
had evidently struck him!” 

“Ts it possible,” I exclaimed. “ [low singular 
is my destiny being wrought out!” 

* Wonderfully,” said Mr. Beufort. I have no 
question whatever that you are closely related to 
the Duke or some member of his family! ‘The 
Steward ordered you to be raised from the marbk 
floor, I saw without asking the gentleman who 
silently rising to his feet walked away and disap- 
peared through a door in the rear of the cenotaph !" 

The sam by which I saw him appear,” I said. 

* 7 followed you to this chaniber where you were 
soon revived, and then fell into a dee p slumber !” 

How long have I slept?” Lasked. 

‘Three hours !” 
It h is rt fre he d and { lly restore d me. Ilow 


strange are all these events! Whois this noble 
gentleman ”** T asked earne ily. 
I have not inquired,” answered Mr. Beufort. 

I have not left the room since you were conveyed 
hither. ‘The Duke will be at home « arly ine the 
morning, and before twenty-four hours we shall 
know all that regards you fate !” 

Such were the words of my benevolent friend ; 
and being now quite recovered T urged upon him 
to go and walk in the Park while I sat down to 
write to good Dame Darwell what had occurred; 
a duty I have done as faithfully as that I have 
enjoined upon myself in writing these letters. ‘To. 
morrow, therefore,on the return of the Duke all will 
be known ! I tremble as the erisis of my fate ap- 
proache s. ‘Twe nty-four hours m 1y confirm all my 
hopes or dash them to the earth forever. 

Yours ‘Truly, Lirrte Maruzuoro’, 

CHAPTER XVI 
Marlborough Castle, August 4, 1844 

It is with emotions of the deepest gratitude and 

happiness that I prepare to address this letter to 


those friends who have tuken s ifficient imterest in 


ny iffuirs to follow me throueh all the vieisitus 
which have attended them. 1 add: thi 
to such with feelingsin which I a persuaded t 
will deeply syripathize, sharing with me h 
>My jJoys—joys temper d with sadness and tender 


regrets. 
? In my last letter I said that a few hours would 
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decide whether the web of my destiny would prove 

be interwoven with that of the noble family 
under whose roof I wasthen a guest. I will pro- 
ceed with the events subsequent to that letter as 
they occurred. 

After I had finished it and sealed it in the same 
package with one to good Dame Darwell I sat in- 
dulging the train of reflections to which the cir- 
cumstances of which I found myself the centre 
naturally gave rise. I sat before the gothic 
window which looked forth upon the lawn and 
park. The evening was just closing upon the 
lovely woodland landscape ; and the light of the 
room was rich and mellow with the glow of the 
crimson sky. I thought of the wonderful train of 
events by which I had been brought beneath the 
roof where I then found myself! I recalled the 
wondrous dream and its almost exact realization. 
Then came sad thoughts which clouded the bright 
and ambitious hopes that I might yet prove allied 
to this noble house, sad thoughts that doubtless, if 
I were proved to be such I should find no mother’s 
smile to welcome back her long lost child! This 
feeling modified the natural pride which would 
have filled my bosom at the prospect of so noble a 
lineage. I felt that to find my mother and be once 
more embraced by her maternal arms, 1 would 
rather find her ma humble cottave, than share the 
honors of a ducal palace without her! From these 
thoughts I dwelt upon the appearance of the noble 
looking gentleman, and recollected that in my 
dream he had ecalied himself my father ! Could he 
be? Would the dream be realized? If so, who was 
’ Why is the 


ected in the ve ry 


my father? Why is he in mournin 


cenot iph before which he kne« IS, ¢ 


centre of the castle halls? Why did he bend over 
me with such tenderness ? and what connection is 
there between me and that lovely efligy that he 


should so earn have been engaged in comparing 


| 
vithits lineaments my own? Why did he suddenly 
resign me with such apathy? Had he been deceived 


in the resemblance he fancied it excited, and which 


evidently had first struck him on beholding 


lying ups rh the pavement ! Was he a person of im- 
portance inthe house as he se¢ d? Why then 
did the Steward disregard him in removing me 
from before him without addressing to lim a word 


Such were the questions I put to myself! Sach 


were the thoughts which filled my mind. Then I 
began to anticipate the morrow, and fear, and hope 
by turns! Then I let my inagination go forwerd 
and revel in power, and rank, and praise of men! 
In these visions uppeare d Emma, but I could never 
disassociate her with the hatetul form of Russel 
Carryl! Ever to my nagination he stood smiling 
triumphantly by her side! Wherefore was she in 
England Suddenly an appalling thought flashe 

across my mind! I felt the blood leave iny heart 
ind fillany b n! My head swam, and the win- 
dow tie ndseap the room ‘ led round! 
Lorrible, maddening thought! It was that she w 


her bridal tour! that she was Russel ¢ 


I «a ina fever! A knock att door recalles 

to scl! Vir. Beutfort entered Il uri d 
to see Iny avitation I frankly t i the ear 

for 1 kept nothing from h | ed out all my 
} | ! i , ; } 
feelinys into his bosom as into the heart of a father 
f elder brother beloved! His irguments to disprove 
tis notion allayed ina measure My lears, and sus- 


e 
picions and greatly modified my fears. I again 
hoped! To-morrow I felt would decide my fate in 
respect to my birth, and on the issue depended life 
and happiness; for if I failed what other lineage 
could I claim! If I failed how should I dare, 
branded as I was, appear in her presence as 4 
suitor! I should even shrink before the eye of Carryl. 

But I will not detain my friends with my feelings. 
At ane arly hour, I took leave of Mr. Beufort, who 
soucht his room ; and aren fatigued in body and 
mind I threw myself immediately upon my bed 
without undressing. I slept. 1 know not how 
long I slept, but it was night, dark and still when 
I suddenly awoke! A man stood above my couch 
bending over me with a lamp in his hand, the light 
of which he cast full upon my face. It was the 
stranger 1 had seen in my dream! it was the gen- 
tleman whom | had beheld kneel before the marble 
figure upon the cenotaph! His face was pale and 
haggard! The dark eyes were unnaturally des- 
tended and brilliant! Yet over the whole counte. 
nance was a sad, touching, tender expression as if 
decp grief lay upon his soul. He was steadfastly 
gazing upon me when I opened my eyes. 1 did 
not start! I did not fecl alarm. I lay passive and 
reearded him with an interest that left ie no room 
for fear. Sad and sorrowful though it was, a more 
noble, dignitied human countenance I never beheld, 
and his stature was as coimmanding as befitted 
such an aspect! He did not seem to notice that I 
had opened my cyes. He was speaking as if to 
himself: 

* Such, such would he have been! But Heaven 
has robbed me of miv reason that Iny memory inay 
perish and I never behold hun again! It is her 
brow and such was the expression of licr mouth ! 
In infancy my boy had it thus, and in manhood 
thus would he have looked! But Lamimad! IT am 
accursed! Nfesleeps im death and I live us if there 


were no more death! I ope ns his eve s and looks 


uipon me, and suci cye wer hel ; Thus I; idore 


looked when aliv 

1 was deeply moved by lis words and tone of his 
yoiee. ‘| wey mri ator b soul Th yi Ww ikened 
chords which had never becn stirred to the sound 
of a human ve ‘ betore, 4 if ( ve into ny 
eves | knew not wh ore But 1 could not re- 
t nthem! A sudden in pulse seized me! J f It 
that [ could not resist erying out “wy f ther! and 
nsing und cast ( nysell ath fect! But l could 
not str! LT lay powerless while he stead ly revar- 


ded me a moment longer, and then slowly turned 


away and crossing the chamber disappeared by a 
cvor neur the table at which Lo had been) writine, 
but before unnoties by me, as it was hid by the 
tapestry 1 was left alone and in darkness! [ 
could not sleey ' "| neident filled inv thoughts 
and gave them food for hours ! “Phat thi: ntleman 


was my father. 1 arrived at a suspicion that 
amounted alinost toa certainty ! Tad I discovered 


mv purents to find one inthe tomb, the other mad ? 


The thouvht filled me with anguish and horror! 

At dawn | fellasleep, and three hours afterwards 
was awoke by the entranee of Mr. Beufort. [told 
h what had} during the night, and repeated 
to him what hud been sar yoy mystenous 
visitent! Mr. Beutort w t0 t+ few momenta 
thy | | Ile then loe » and divuung my 
t ’ 

es l ece wi t conc!) m you | ve come to! It s 
ig irresistable in my own 1d! There is no doubt’ 
that vou have discovercc \ | ther! But who he®s 


mn 
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is remains yet to be ascertained ; but he is without 
doubt of the Marlborough lineage ! We shall soon 
) learn all. His grace is looked for every moment. 
) Ihave forebore to inake any inquires or seck any 
) information till I see hin! Breakfast is served in 
Come and take it 
By the time we vet through the Duke 


the anti-room to my chaniber. 


( : 

} with me. 
) . 

» will doubtless be here.” 

( I followed him with heavy and foreboding feclings. 
\ 


The idea that my father might prove a lunatic, my 


mother no more, filled me with sudness; and 
} qualified materially the pleasure [ should otherwise 
have felt at the prospect of discovering ny parentage 
and finding myself in alliance with oue of the noblest 
heuses in England. 

I had just completed a hasty meal, when the 
) sound of carriage whecls caught my quick eur. | 
/ rose from the table and sprung to the window 
‘ which overlooked the approach to the Castle. In 
( the avenue was a traveling chariot and two hor:es 
) with out riders, dashing at speed up to the terrace. 
; Upon the panels of the chariot [ saw eimblazoned 
) the ducal coronet, and above it the crest of an eagle 
trampling upon a serpent. My heart throbbed at 


the near approach of the crisis of my tute! The 


} 
} 
} carriage stopped, the door was opened and attended 
by two footmen and a stout martial, and a noble- 
) looking person of sixty-eight or seventy, with locks 
) as white us snow, plainly dressed in an olive surtout 


) 
) and white hat with a broad briin, got out without 
) 


{ twenty and a stately elderly female of sixty still 
' handsome, whom Mr. Beutfort who was now at the 
window with ine, suid was the Dutchess, whom he 
> had seen often tin his ware-rooiis in London when 


he wasin business. ‘The younger female from her re- 


/ 

) semblance he concluded wasa daughter; “though,” 
, added he, Lam not acquainted with any of the 
)  Puke’s children, nor do l know what larmily he and 
the Dutchess has! But we shall know soon. An 
important era of youl life is at hand now, sir,’ he 


} suid benevolently, seeing that 1 was becoming a 
little restless and nervous, ** but do not have any 


I have all Alter 


the Duke has breakfausted I will ring for a servant 


fears. confidence in the issue 


( and send him my eard with a request to be allowed 
, : 

) the honor of an interview with hun! 
( * What shall you first say 
) ; 


1 iow shall you in- 
You are infinite kind to 


troduce the subject, sir! 
tuke all this troubl 
* It L was left to myself I fear I should 


upon you,” L said, filled with 
gratitude. 
ill do my part!” 

“That same energy which brought you to Eng- 
land would carry you through whatever duty lay 
{ before you,” he answered me. * [have confidence 


in your firmness and strength of character. All 


‘ you are called upon for now is firmness and hope. 
» ‘The issue will be favorable.” 

While he was speaking a servant appeared and 
said the Duke hearing that two gentlemen from 
) London were mm waiting to see him, desired them 
) 


to be conducted at once to his presence. 
«This promptness is characteristic of [lis Grace,” 
said Mr. Beulfort. “ In the House of 


? was always the most active and energetic man 


Lords he 


there, and could get through more business in an 
He is 
in his seventieth year, yet has all the vigor and 
!—You need not 


( hour than any other person in a day. now 


vivacity of forty -five uccoiipany 






> me, sir,” he said as he was leaving the room. * I 


‘will speak with his Grace first alone 


) ‘Thus speaking he Ilctt me. I knew not how I 


assistance and aided to alight a beautiful girl of 
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passed the interval of his absence. It seemed to 


me to be hours. I paced my room, I tried to read, 
I looked from the window, I busily run over in my 
fancy all that was transpiring in the progress of 
the interview on which depended so much! 

At length I heard Mr. Beufort’s foot-step. I 
Ilis 
face wore a suule that chased a thousand dark 
thoughts from my mind. He closed the door! I 


watched lis countenance with painful intensity. 


flew, and opening the door, admitted him. 


I dared not open my lips to ask hin a single ques- 
tion ; yet ny bosom was bursting with its fullness ! 

* My young friend,” he said, taking my hand 
after seating himself, “* I have had a most inter- 
esting Interview with his Grace. He wishes to see 
you in a little while. Inthe meantime I will give 
you an wccount of what passed between us. I 
followed the servant down stairs into his Grace’s 
library, where he was seated ata table opening and 
reading his letters by that morning’s mail. On 
seeing me he laid down a letter he was perusing 
and rising offered me his hand. 

“Mr. Beulort, I am happy to see you, sir,” he 
said with that frank cordiality and ease of address 
which has made him so popular in public life and 
“To 
what lucky circumstance am I indebted for this 
visit from you. 


given such a charm to his social intercourse. 


It is not light occasions that brings 
London gentlemen so far down into the country. 
It is long since we have met! ‘Time, I am glad to 
discover, has treated you kindly as well as myst hg 

* Your Grace,” I replied, “ Iam most happy to 
find you enjoying such vigor and health. ‘Time 
has indeed spared you!” 

Ie sniled and suid, ** Yes; I find I ean yet 
engave im the sports of the ficld and sometimes still 
take a five barred gate if I ain sure the ground is 
soft on the other side! Caution comes with old bones 
und the sixteen stone, Mr. Beufort! Sit down, sir. 


You arrived last night my Steward informs me 


* Yos, your Grace, [ have come,” Ladded, think- 
ing it best to bring the subject before him at once, 
* tosee you inreierence to a subj ctof the mostextra- 
ordinary nature, and one in which is dee ply unvolved 
the happiness and hopes of an estimable person.” 

He looked at me with surprise and curio ity, and 
suid courteously, 


* Proceed Mr. 


you have to communicate. 


Beufort. I 


” 


will hear whatever 

“My lord,” said I, * if T seem bold and appear 
to you to tresspass the limits of that courte sy which 
is due from so humble an individual as myself to 
one of your exalted rank, I trust you will extend 
to me your cleme ney ‘os 

* Spe ak free ly, sir,” he answered. “ From your 
manner | see your business with me is of no trifling 
import. 1 will be obliged to you to open the matter 
freely to me ag 

* | profoundly thank your Grace,” I replied ; 
and then said, 

* Your Grace had a son by the name of Ferdi- 
nand ?”’ 

But the re ply ofthe Duke and the further account 


of the progress of the leave to 


iiterview I shall 
another Ictter. You s truly 
Lirrte Marxieono’. 


CHAPTER XVII. 


Mariborough ¢ tle, August 4, 1-44 
I will now proceed to relate the particulars which 
wy good frend Mr. Beufort made known to me 


touching his interview withthe Duke. I will give 


the account im lis own words: 






“* My first question,” said he, after being seated % 
was as I have just repeated to you, “ Did your grace % 
ever have a son by the name of Ferdinand ?” ) 

I watched his countenance as I asked this ques- | 
tion which I had put boldly and at once as being 
most likely to bring the matter toa point. He | 
became suddenly pale and I saw was deeply agi- 
tated. 
painful earnestness for a few moments, and then 


He fixed his eyes upon me in silence with 


said in a broken voice, 

“ Mr. Beufort, be so good, I beseech you, as to 
explain to me why you have addressed so unex-  { 
pected a question to me ? I perceive there is some- 
thing deeper in your motive than mere curiosity.” | 

“Thave a very strong motive, your Grace,” I 
replicd; “and am influenced by considerations 
that intimately concern the happiness and honor of 


a young friend in whose behalf I have visited you 


and solicited the honor of this interview !” 

** Will you first be so good as to name your mo- | 
tive inmaking this inquiry ?” he asked, still regard. 
ing me with intense emotion in his countenance. ( 

“It will give me pleasure to do so, your Grace,” 
I replied, * if you will condesecend to listen tome =) 
a few moments!” 

“ Proceed, Mr. Beufort,” said the Duke in a low 
voice, waving his hand to me, and still looking —§ ¢ 
relate to him the 


distressed. I then began to 


\ 
principal events connected with your being left an | 
infant at the Inn im America, and your subsequent — | 
course up to the time I saw you im London, with  } 
your hopes, wishes, and researches in reference to 
your parentage. But I didnot mention the tokens — { 
by which you were led to believe that you were 
related to his house. I did not speak of the Silver — ( 


Bottle, nor of the crest, nor the initials, nor the — 


name you had discovered. I gave him no reason 


in the whole narration, to lead him to suppose that 


your history had any reference to himself or any of 
his family. He heard me through with patience, 


and not without interest at times apparent in his 


countenanee ¢ but us | proces ded, the anxu ty and 


! 


agitation disappeared from bis expression and to- 


wards the close he had recovered his calanness and 
ease OL tanner. 

When Ih 
a moment and then said, 


interesting one, 


d ended he was silent and thoughtful 
relation, Mr. Beufort, is certainly a very 
"The young man you s 1) you suw 
reached London last week in this adventurous search 
You told me he had certain tokens ( 
I trust 


particularly as you say he 


for his famualy. 


by which he hoped to trace his parentage, 


he will be suecesstul, 


is so worthy a person, and morcover as you manifest 
so deep an interest in his welfare. Your object 


doubtless, in calling upon me is toenlist my interest 


in his behalf. T assure you Mr. Beufort, it will af. 
ford me great pleasure if Lean in any way favor 
your views touching your young Aimerican friend!” } 

* 7] am under infinite ol 


Grace by vour re ply ing to the question I put to you. 


sieations to your Grace,” 
* the end L seek can be advanced by your 
Ferdinand I 


That you had a son by the name of 


beheve to be true 


if he 


but L wish to know particularly 


11 
still lives, 


andaf there has been any event of 


unusual occurrence in his life! 

“Th is a Sulprising questicn, sir ?” he said 
sormewhiot stern 

“7 by pardon of your Grace, but I must be 
plain and bold to come towhat L waut “ ‘ 


“Thad a son, named Ferdinand, Mr. Lx ufort,”’ 
he said, alter a moment's avitation. > 
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“* He is dead then,” L-remarked. 

The Duke looked keenly at me, and then said 
in a sorrowful and peculiar tone, ‘* Yes he is dead, 
dead, Mr. Beufort!—Why do you interest yourself 
in him ?” 

‘* Pardon me, my lord ; but I have reason to 
believe that the destiny of the young American is 
in a very intimate relationship, baked with huis!” 

As I made this assertion the Duke fuirly started 
from his chair and bent his eyes upon me with 
extraordinary surprise. 

“ How mean you, sir! Your words scem full of 
some mysterious meaning.” 

“ T will explain, my lord Duke! If you will 
deign me a moment's calin attention you will un- 
derstand the subject as clearly as I do myself. I 
hold here in my possession the nursery bottle 
which was left on the bed with the infant ?—Upon 
it is a crest doubtless that of the parents of the 
child. 

” 


had in his possession from infancy ! 


Here is the bottle which the young man has 
I handed it to him. He looked at the crest and 
was transfixed with amazement. 


' 


“It is the crest of my House!” he cried with 


ye? 


surprise. * Do yousay this was left with the child! 

“It was, my lord !” 

“ It is very extraordinary '? he mused a moment 

gazing upon it, and then said, looking at me, 
“On this you base your supposition that there 

is some connection between this young nan and 

my family a 


” 


* I do, my lord Duke!” I answered. 


‘It is without doubt a singular coincidence,” he 
said ; “and there are circumstances . 

Here he suddenly paused and a deep emotion 
passed across his features. —‘‘ It is singular, sir; 
but this alone is not enough to prove him to be at- 
tached to my house !” 

‘Was Ferdinand your son, never married ?” 

“Yes,” answered the Duke in a voice of deep 
agitation and fora moment he turned his face from 
me and hid it in his hands. I was silent until he 
was composed; but convinced that there lay at 
the bottom of all this emotion a secret in which you 
my young friend, were most deeply interested. 

* Did he have any issue?” I asked, seeing him 
look at me. 


“No!” he 


“Itis very strange,” I said, perple xed at this 


” 


answered.  H[e had no issue! 
reply so contrary from the affirmation I looked for, 
He spoke too as if he was not deceiving me and 
disguising the truth. 

“ow hy is it strange ? Why do you refer to Fer. 
dinand Marlborough in this manner, Mr. Beufort ?” 
** For this reason, my lord. Circumstances lead 
me to believe that the young American is the child 
of Ferdinand Marlborough, and doubtless by a 
private marriage, unknown to your Grace, I mean 
a marnage prior to the one to which you have 
allude ay” 

] was proceeding when the Duke's expression 
arrested me. lis face became deadly pale, and 
he breathed quickly, while his lips trembled with 
powerful emotion. He looked as if 


sume strong 
and painful recollections of the past were rushing 
saine time I discovered in his 


to be 


upon lini; at the 


appeared to mi awakened 


PI 
suspicion of the truth of what [ had suggested.— 


Yet I was not 


countenance what 


ure that [rightly read it! I was 
moved by his distress and regretted 1 had gone so 
far; for 1 was satisfied that with this son were 


recollections. At 


sssociated the 


most painful 
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length he said, forcing a calmness I saw he was far 
from feeling. 

“ I must apologise to you, Mr. Beufort, for this 
emotion. I can best do it by explaining to you the 
cause. I feel you are a man of judgement and 
feeling and that I can speak to you freely. Perhaps 
something yet may come of all this; for your 
words have awakened in my mind suspicions that 
Hear the 
history of my hapless son and then let us judge 


I confess may have some foundation. 


together touching the subject immediately before us. 


*] hada son Ferdinand. He was my oldest 


son. Up to his twenty seventh year I never knew 
what it was to greive for his conduct. He was 
handsome, intelligent, high-spirited, generous, and 
devoted to me and his mother. He possessed every 
grace that could adorn the high rank to which he 
had been born.—He was our pride and the honor of 
our House. It was our wish to have him suitably 
allied in marriage, and we had selceted for him the 
lady Charlotte Bellingham, the only daughter of the 
Earl of Nevilley, alady of great beauty and en- 
dowed with every charm to fascinate and please, 
and possessed of eve ry quality that could adorn a 
wife! She was five years Ferdinand’s junior; and 
we knew that already her prepossessions were in 
his favor. We one day without anticipating a 
refusal, for Ferdinand had long and instinctively 
her and seemed to be 


known pleased with her 


society, laid open to him our hearts upon the 


subject. To our surprise he said firmly that he 
could never regard lady Charlotte otherwise than 
as asister. After recovering from the first shock 
of his refusal, I endeavored to urge upon him a 
change of opinon, and to show him that lady 
Charlotte was the only suitable person by age and 
rank for his wile, in the kingdom, and that it was 
his duty to marry her. Ile firmly refused and at 
length, to our amazement, informed us that he was 
privately married to the daughter of a poor baronct 
who lived not far distant, and aman whom I per- 
sonaly disliked. He gave as the only reason for 
this step that he loved her, and that he could not 
be happy out of her society, and that he would not 
purchase his own heppine 


I threatened him 


; by her personal degra- 


dation. with the Gispicusure ol 


the King, with immediate disinheritance in favor 
of his next brother, unless he at once consented to 
a divorce, for this iil-advised union as you are well 
aware, Mr. Beufort, was far beneath him, and it 
was my duty to annul it by the 


authority. [lk 


exercise ol ly 
at once manifested a spint of inde- 
pendence that surprised and grieved us, and said 
that he would rather resign his rank than his wife ! 


Finding it impossible to preyail upon him LT dro; 


ppe d 


the subject. jut in the meanwhile, I formed 


secretly a plan for separating them, by sending 


her away privately to the Continent, where he 


should never hear of her again, trusting time would 
cause him to forget this to lh passion r 
a Wus the lady young and b iut u a Si ] 


“There was no fault to find with her y: 
beauty, save that to her charts was owing all this 


musclief, She was also of wood t mper an Ja well 


cultivated mind. But still she was no equal for 
the heir of Marlborough. By some 1 s Ferdi 
nand discovered our plot, and defeated it f 
with his wife to the continent. ‘Phitlhi 5 
found out by Iny sp , he the Kran , and 
supposed went to It ily as 

* Ile may instead have to Am . 2 | 


\ | ] 
} ( 
a CK y: 


. . ° 
se I have had reason to believe that while he was 





supposed to be secreted in Italy he was in America. 
What you have said has deepened this impression!  { 
At length weary of persecuting my son, for he was 
still loved, I wrote to his last address promising tu _ ) 
restore him to favor and his rank, provided he had 
yet no issue ; for none of the blood of Sir Richard 

should inherit the ducal crown of my House. 


My chief object in inducing him to return to Eng- 
land was with the hope that I should yet be able 
to induce his wife by large sums of money to leave 
him forever! But I saw that if he had issue, their | 
union would be yet more closely cemented !” { 

** And did he return?” I asked earne stly. 

* Yes. 
was written he appeared in England and came to 
Visit me. 


Within three months after my letter 


To my question if he had any heir, his 
reply was, | and my wife my lord duke, are alone 
in England! Your letter reached me where I was 
self-exiled, and Laecepted the terms. I am not 
insensible to the rank and dignity of my birth and 
The name 
But I should feel 


unworthy to inherit or to wear either if I could 


condition.—I am proud of its honors. 


of my fathers is precious to me. 


prove false to the lovely and confiding woman who 
has in honor and trust given her hand and heart 
to me! Receive us both, my lord, or receive 


neither of us! If I am to be honored 


a ee ee eae a ce ee ee ee 


as your son 
honor her as your daughter; otherwise we once 
more leave England, and leave it forever !” 

«1 feltit my duty for the present to assent to his 
views, and he and his wife became inmates of the 
castle. But there was a settled sadness visible upon 
li she had ) 


Sir Richard —— [ 


should have felt interested in her; but as to this 


her countenance. She seldom smiled. 


not been the daughter of 


wus added the fact that she was the cause of our 
disappointment in the alhance we conte niplated for ) 
Ferdinand, she was regarded by us with coldness 
now feel,” added the Duke 
¢ Day 


by day she failed, and seemed rapidly approaching 


and displeasure that I 


with a tremulous voice, ‘deeply sorry for. 


{ 

thie grave.” 

* Doubtless the reflection that she had marred f 

the high hopes of your House,” [I saidto the Duke, } 
as he paused as if checked by emotion ; * preyed 

upon her mind and brought on a decline !” } 


ething evidently deeper still was { 
suid the Duke huskily. “ Well? 


Ferdinand up to the moment of her 


+s Yes, 


upon her heart,” 


and SO 


she died. 


death had watched over her with a devotion that 


was most lovely to contemplate. As I regarded 
his tender devotion | almost repented my harshness 


to her; but this fee ling it Was necessary to sacrifice } 


to those higher ones which affected the honor of my 


House! She died. From that moment a change 


ed husband He 


art with her in the 


cume over the mind of the widow 


seemed to have buried his he 


rave. He would not quit the chapel where she 
| y ent bed and jood had to be broughtto him or 
he would have pe hed lik poke tono one. He 
inswered no questions. He did not smile. When 
I would approach him, he would fix his haggard 
eyes sternly upon me, and with one hand pointing 
to her tomb and the fore tinger of the other raised 
to heaven, se ilo arraign e betore the tribunal 
of the Almight cl irde 
‘ ' : 
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~ the most touching anguish. 


§) far as the circumstantial evidence goes, that you 


46 


There was a few 
moment’s silence; and when at length he raised 
his head and looked at me, I saw he was deadly 
pale. 

*“* You see me, sir, a wretched man,” 
bitterly. “ I can never forgive myself the wrong 
done that innocent wife. 
Ile is a maniac! not fierce and intractable but 


he said 
I am punished in my son! 
quiet, touching, gentle. As he would not leave the 
tomb where his wife lay buried, I had erected the 
cenotaph which you beheld in the circular hall, to 
Near it 


a room which he only leaves to kneel almost every 


draw him from it. I succeeded. he has 
hour before the marble figure of her he loved so well. 
It is so long,” continued the Duke after a sorrowful 
pause, “ it is so long since these events occurred 
that my son is supposed to be dead, for no one sees 
him. He receives from me every attention and 
kindness, but seems to regard me with cold indif- 
ference. It was he you beheld leaning over the 
young man !” 

* I then related to the Duke what I had obseved,” 
continued Mr. Beufort, ** and how he seemed to be 
comparing your features with that of the marble 
face. At this the Duke started and regarding me 
fixedly cried, 

“Is it possible, Mr. Beufort that there was a re- 
semblance ?” 

“ There was a very close one, your grace. I 
was struck with it.” 

“Then what do you think—what do you sup- 
pose this young man isin whom both you and my 
son have taken such an interest ?” 

“TI have no doubt, your Grace,” I answered, 
** that he is the child of lord Ferdinand, your son !” 
“It cannot be. They had no child!” 

“6 They may have withheld, and doubtless did 
had off- 


upon which 


conceal from you the fact that they iny 
spring 


your son was to be reinstated. 


when we recall the condition 


I have no doubt, 
my lord duke, that a son was born to them and 
that he was left in the charge of this hostess of the 
Silver Bottle 


history I have, previously given you is unquestion- 


Inn. In a word the child whose 


ably their son. They left him in America probably 
with the intention at some early period to reclaim 
him; but the early death of the mother and the 


madness of the father prevented the fulfillment of 


The 


grew up to be a young man, when many circum- 


their wishes. child, therefore, remained and 
stances combined to induce him to make efforts to 
ascertain his parentage. You have before you the 
Here is the sketch of the 
coat of arms made forthe carriage! On the back you 
All the 


other circumstances unite with these to prove this 


silver botile left with him. 





see is a torn address tu “ F. R. Mar 


young man’s title to your name and blood!” 

The Duke remained silent and thoughtful, and 
I could see that he was deeply moved. Suddenly 
he rose up and said impressively, 

“* Mr. Beufort, if I could think this young gen- 
tleman should turn out to be my grandson, I should 
be perfectly happy. I would acknowledge him 
Let 


Hasten and bring 


with joy. You say he is in the house. 


I would behold him ? 


me 
see him! 
hun hither!” 

** I then left the library,” continued Mr. Beufort, 


and came hither toseek you! You must prepare 


yourself, my friend, for the interview. It is evident 


*, that on your resemblance to his son your acknowl. 


} 


is satisfied, as 


He 


aN 
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may be the son of lord Ferdinand. Come with me 
and take courage!” 

I took Mr. Beufort’s arm and, trembling with 
deep feeling, for I was greatly agitated, for in this 
interview hung all my hopes, I accompanied him 
through a long arched gallery elegantly sculptured 
At its 
extremity we stopped before a door at which Mr. 


and adorned with paintings and statuary. 


Beufort knocked lichtly. 


* Enter,” 


Duke. The 


sound sent the blood from my heart to my brain 


said the voice of the 
like lightning. 

Mr. Beufort opened the door and I entered with 
him into the presence of the venerable nobleman. 
He was standing in the middle of the room and had 
his eyes fixed steadfastly in the direction of the 
door. As I entered he saw me clearly, he clasped 
his hands together and uttered an exclamation of 
mingled amazement and joy. 

* It is—it is It is Ferdinand! Come 


' 
son. 


my 
hither, my son! Come hither and let me sce thee 
more fully !” 

I advanced and impulsively knelt before him. 
Ile gazed upon me a few moments with deep 
earnestness and then bending down took my hands 


folded me to his heart and his tears bedewed iny 


and bade me rise that he might embrace me! 


cheeks mingling with my own! 

At length he became composed; and leading 
bade me sit down, while he took a 
side 


sat and studied the lineaments 


Finally he turned to Mr. 


me to a seat 


seat close by my and held my hand in his. 


In this manner he 
of my countenance. 


Beufort and said, 


“Tam satisfied, sir! As he looks so like my 
son at his ag One is the other’s counterpart! I 
also see about the mouth the likeness of that injured 
woman, his mother! Your o man,” he said, ad- 
dressing me, ** I have heard all your st ry and am 
convinced that you are my own blood !” 

* And my futher—my mother, sir?” I asked 
eagerly. “Is it true that I 1 never behold 
them?” 

“She, alas, is no more He is al ve, but he 
cannot know you He knows no one! [I will] 
to thee in his stead, my child! But this i i 
talking Let me he you relate your history! | 
would know all from your ow Viy i 

As soon as I was able to compose my Wy pro- 


ceeded to give him a brief account of the cireum. 


stances of my hfe, as they have been made known 


to the reader. He listened attentively for full two 


hours. When I had ended he knelt down and 
lifting his hands thanked God for yvouchsaving to 


him in his old age so great a blessing as behhiding 


the child of her w d beneath lis roof, that he 


wm ar 
might atone to hin for the wrong of which she 
victim. He then warmly embraced me 


and taking Mr. Beufort by the hand thanked him 


be en the 


with the most grateful sincerity and fervor for th 
deep interest he had taken in my fortunes, and for 
placing in his possession one so long an exile from 
the house of his ancestors 

My feelings at this happy crisis of my fortunes 
I will not attempt to deseribe.—I was full of joy, 
gratitude, hope and love! I found it difficult to re- 
alise the truth, and had to make an effort to con- 
vince my reason that all was real and not a dream. 
At length the full foree of my happine s rushed 
upon me mingled with the loy d features of Emma 
Ficld, and ] wept oy There was now no 
obstacle to my love ! How did my he throb with 


impatience to throw myse'f at her feet and assure 
her that I was no longer unworthy of her, an ad- 
venturer without name or birth! 

In the meanwhile the Duke and Mr. Beufort 
was talking together, 

“It is possible his father, Lord Ferdinand may 
recognise him !” said Mr. Beufort. 


“The trial shall be made! You say he was 
comparing his features with that of the effigy upon 
the sarcophagus ? 

* Yes, my lord "” 

‘Then an interest has been awakened. It is as 


you say, barely possible the son may succeed in 
drawing him out of himself. 
best to let 


enter the vestibule as if by accident, and when he 


They must meet!” 


“ It were our noble young friend 


comes forth to kneel beside the sarcophagus as he 


is wont to do, to let himself be seen. I have no 


doubt that from the intelligence and memory the 
sight before awakened in him, that by judicious 
management he might gradually be brought out of 


himself and restored to his intellect. Like things 


have been in the history of lunacy, my lord!” 


* Itis too much to hope for!” answered the Duke. 


“ Twill do all that my heart and filial love can 


dictate,” I answered earnestly. 


“Tf lord Ferdinand could be restored by any 


means, his acknowledgement of having left an 


infant son in America would forever put to silence 
every doubt! I do not question this dear young 
man's right to my name and lneage, Mr. Beufort. 


I freely and will openly acknowledve him as my 


grandson. He bears the impress of his ancestral 
Ile 
Marlborough ! 


No, Mr. Beufort, I only desire, as you must, the 


nume upon his brow and form. who looks 


upon him will bear witness he isa 


} cal ‘ 


seal of this confirmation, which none can give but 
my poo Ferdinand Shall we make the trial to. 
day? This evening at sun-down he will be sure to 
be kneeling the Perhaps then will be the best 


time to ike trial of the effect his son m ty have 
upon hiin If the interest he took in him at first 

Ose 1 broken and cor used inages of memory 
tis prob ) they may a second time unite, and 
Wnuk, and te i { ous chain froin. the past 
the pre it It be the key to the restoration 
ol Ss reason . 

“(sod grant it may, my lord,” answered Mr. 


h | devoutly responded an audible 


“Amen” from 1 \; oul’s depths. This evening, 
to endeavor to 


nition, ] tremble lest all 


therefore, Lam to muke the 


obtain miny father’s reeos 


should prove vain, and I shell be unknown to him 
forever! Alas! for my mother, | have already 
wept bitter tears. ‘To feel her maternal heart 
throbbing against mine would give me more joy 


than to have bound upon my brow the Ducal 


coronct ol my ancestors, 
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not indeed inst the cnemies 
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fF country, whom his master, tired of the frequent 
trampling down of his crops by the red coats, which, 
however it might be sport to them, was next to 
death to him, had ordered to let no one pass under 
any pretence whatever. After having been civilly 
remonstrated with by the leader of the cavalcade, 
to no purpose, two other of the gentlemen rode up 
and asked the * fellow” if he knew whom he was 
talking to—glancing significantly at the Duke. 
No, he neither knew nor cared—his master had 
given him his orders and he intended to obey them. 
Ile was informed who it was he was inpeding in 
his career, but to no purpose—not a soul should 
pass; so off went the whole cortege to seck a 
passage some other way. At night honest “ Johnny 
Raw” made his appearance at the farm house. 

“ Well,” suid the master, “ have the hounds 
been out ?” 

** Yos, master, sure enow.” 

* Well, and what didst thee ?” 

‘What did I! why stopped the gemmen, to be 
sure.” 

* You did! bravo, you're a good fellow.” 

« But master, who do you think I stopped ‘ed 

* Why how should IL know ?” 

os Why I stopped the manthat Bon ipartecouldn’t 
stop ns 

“Eh, 
didn’t stop him, sure ?” 

* Yes, sure I did; didn’t you tell me not to let 
a soul of ‘em pass ? 

* Well, what did he s Ly 

“ Say—ask me what he did.” 


** Well, what was it he did?” 


what-—-was the Duke there? why you 


Tr 


“ 


Why he put his hand into his pocket and gave 
me half a sovereign for obeying orders.” 
- xO © Olt ~ 
BE ACTIVE FOR HEALTH. 
Hlornaci 


of attention to th 


Manrin, who has bestowed a great deal 
subject, well observes, that every 
motion of the human frame helps to construct a 


fortification against disease, and to render the body 


more unpregnable against its attacks. It requires, 


indeed, no very strong imagination to see the horrid 


forms of the diseases themselves, as they are exor- 


cised (cust out,) and driven from the bodies which 
were once their victinus, and ave compelled to seek 
some new tenement. ‘Those prodigious leaps over 
the vaulting horse, how they kick hereditary gout 


out of the toes! "Those qaie k somersets, with their 
quick and deep 


sic, from the throat and lungs 


asthina, and phil 


On yonder pendent rope, consumption is hung up 


like a malefactor, as he is of blue devils 
are impaled on those parallel bars Dyspepsia lost 


hold of its victim when he 


nounted the flying horse, 

and has never since been able to regain its accursed 

throne, and live by gnawing the vitals. 
f 


There goes a flock of nervous dist 


Anthony’s fire: there 


pers, head- 
ache, tic-douloureux, St. 
they fly out of the window, scceking some stall-fed 
alderman, or fat millionaire, or aristocratic old | idy. 
Rheumatism, and erat ips, and spasms, sit cored 


corners of the room, like 


up and chattering in th 


Satanic imps, as they are; the strong muscles of 


the athieteshave shakenthem off, as the lion 


shakes 
the dew from his mane Jaundice flees away to 
ycllow the cheeks and blear the eyes of me tar 
young lady rechning on ottomans in her parlor. 


The balan ng polo shakes lumbago out of the back, 


yand all kinds of the femoral stiches out of the side 


‘Pleuris y 


and apoplexy, fever and paralysis, and 
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death, hover around ; they look into the windows 
of this hall, but finding brain and lungs and heart 


all defiant of their power, they go away in quest, of 


some lazy cit, some guzzling drone, or some bloated 
epicure, at his late supper, to fasten their fatal fangs 
upon them. Disease, with its thousand flying, 
hurrying death-warrants, finds a feeder in intem- 
perance and idleness. 
—— 0332) © Co 
CLERICAL ANECDOTE. 
Tue Reverend Mr. , a Scotch minister, of 


soine humour, was one day walking through the 





streets of Edinburgh, dressed in his rough country 
clothes, when a young lady, the leader of a group 
of fashionable belles, surveyed him through her 
quizzing glass rather more curiously than he thought 
consistent with female delicacy. Seeming to re- 
cognise her he walked briskly up to her, and seizing 
her hand with the familiarity of an old acquaint- 
ance, accosted her with :— 

_ My dear Maria! 
you your worthy father and vencrable mother ?— 


how do you do !—how left 


and when did you come to town eg 

All this was expressed with the energy and 
ripidity of a surprised recognition of an old and 
familiar friend—and with an air of equality, a little 
s ivoring of superiority. The ustonished fuir one 
had not tine to withdraw her hand or to make 
reply, until he pause das Wout of breath, and waited 
for her to return her friendly greetings, looking her 
still in the face. ‘The fine young lady by this time 
recovered from her confusion, and hastily w ithdrew 
her hand, said with some alarm: 

** You ure mistaken, s r.” 

* What,” replied he, * 1s it possible, my 
that you do not know me 

* [Indeed 1 donot, sir.” 

** Neither do I you,” said the 


tie wood 


morning, o id mi! 


"and making a ccremonious 
bow, he walked aw Ly. 

She was perfectly cured of quizzing strangers 
in the street 
DO Ooo- 


Rien One of the itter day Saints lately ac- 


costed a friend thus—** Do you br lheve the second 

rdvent is near at hand * Second Advent—who 

is he “Why the second coming ol out Lord 

ind Saviour.” * Let lim come let hin come! 

[les a good nan he won't hurt any body * "The 
Millerite immediately vanished 
ORD © OC 

‘“ Mr. ——,if you'll get my pants done by Sat- 


forever indebted to you.” 


night T shall be 


“Ifthat’s your game, they will not be done, sure. 


urday 
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EQUAL RIGHTS.” 


Since s } aid at the present day. une t 
tof") R I ! gow 

wes t a t 

! 1 I v ’ 

we “ t | ] t ‘ r t v 

{ \ fol h of w i 
{ Lb 
y ‘ 

‘ 
but we tl k it ought to re ] 


REPOSITORY. 








Perhaps the reader (if of the male sex) may stop here under ©) 
a c 


the impression that we are going to say a few words in advo- 
cacy of the Rights of the gentler sex, and mayhap make 
mention of a little that may not be pleasing to his ear. We 
know of instances and not a few, where young ladies, who 
for years patronised our humble sheet, before they consented 
to be tied up with the * tie that binds two willing hearts” that 
have, as soon asthey swore “ allegiance to the Marriage Vow,” 
been prohibited by their“ liege lord’ from extending to us 
their encouraging smiles and prompt patronage (for the fe- 
males, in general, are our best paying patrons.) while the men 
who refuse them the small pittance of a dollar wherewith to 
obtain amusement for their leisure hours, are expending 
yearly, ten, tw enty ® and perhaps forty dollars, for political or 
business papers, in which femules take no interest, or have no 
taste for reading. ‘This in our humble opinion is decidedly 
wrong; we think a husband ought to use the same means to 
please and amuse the “ partner of his cares and toils,” that he 
used to win her love, in the merry days of courting time. But 
such is not the case, and we will be bound that the very men 
who conduct thus, were, before marriage most profuse and 
lavish iv presenting their lady loves with the very kind of 
reading, which after marriage, they “* can’t afford to obtain.” 

Now, we do not wish to be understood as wishing to excite 
aspirit of rebellion among any cluss of people, but we do 
hope that where such instances as the above occur, that each 
* gallant ladye” will shoulder her broom or mop-stick, and 
proceed at once to battle, never yeilding an inch until an 
impression is made either upon the head or heart of the nar- 
row-minded and obdurate lump of humanity, who may per- 
hups style himself a man and a Ausband. 

— +655 @ Geo — 

Ir any of our Subscribers have Volumes I4th or 15th of the 
Repository, nud would wish to exchange them for other 
volumes, they can make an advantageous exchange by sending 
tu this office, and have their choice out of Volumes 18, 19, 20, 
or 21 bound, for either or both ofthose Volumes unbound. 
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Letters Containing Remittanees, 


Received at this Office. ending Wednesday last deducting the 


amount of postage paid. 


R. R. West Winchester, N. H. 31,00; W. M. B. Ghent, 
N. Y. $3.75; G. A. 8. Bostun, Ms. $3.00; J. A. North 
Brooktield, N.Y. 83.00; F.R. Eurlville, N.Y. 80,75; 8. A. A. 
Avoca, N. YY. 83.00. 8. W.R. Binghamton, N. \ 
SS. M. Phelps. N. Y. $1.00; C. N. P. Colchester, Vt. $1.00; 
S. W. Sherwood, Mich. 81,00; 8. L. Ovid, N. Y. $1.00 
5. W. ( Llizaville, N. Y. S3.00; 8. 8. Brockville, U. C. 


S100; BE LU. Cutt ville. \ £1.00; L.R.C. New-York 
City, N. Y. 80,50; KR. ©. Rondout, N. Y. $5.00; D. E. K. 
Chutonvall N. ¥ S10 DD. & S&S. Greensborough, N.C, 
S100: HL. B. Bust Sinithtield, 80,90; L.’‘T. K. Lust Smith- 
tield, $7 ,Y2. 
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To the memory of Miss Mary C. tockport 


RY MRS. NENRIETTA G. LEGGET. 


AnGet of death! thy outstretched arm hath smote the fairest 
flower 

That in this cold ungenial clime, hath decked thy earthly 
bower 

But many a beauteous bud thou hast nipped while in the glow 
of prime, 

And many a cherished flower, hath been cropped ere the hand 

of time, 


Hath traced its furrows on the brow—dark Spirit unforeseen 


Thou comest as the lightning’s fash, when heaven is all serene. 


For her no fear was in thy voice, no sharpness in thy sting, 
She gave her youthful spirit up without once mumuring. 
*Tis naught for them to die, 
And Faith | 
is won; 
But of this changing world 
Thee, 


The prosperous sky unclouded shone, the et 


whose race in peace is run, 


vids nature grieve no more—tells that their crown 


you've known naught but the 
bloom—for 


rth was brightly 
free, 

Not long such bliss as you enjoyed, alcouldbe g 

rth to take a glimpse of her 


to mort 


It is enough while on this en 





Departed S aint! what can this earth to thy vision displ lv, 
Of pomp that is not faint compared with heaven's celestial day 
For pale’s the sun’s reflected rays, in their meridian heat 

To Thee, who on the clouds may gaze. that fills the merey sent 


But still they mourn thy loss! though with the blest on high, 


Thou hast a mansion of delight, unseen by mortal eve 

But round thy father’s hearth a place, is desolate 1 still, 
For now an empty void is left, the world can never fill. 
Alas! lone wes ping parents, your light of life is fled 

For she who was your polar star, is slumbering with the dead, 
But still the murmuring of rour hearts, check the scalding tear, 


* For heavens wise discipline hi ith made your earthly journey 


drear,”’ 

Though many fleeting years hath passed bowed your 
beauty low, 

And mingled with your cup of life, full many a dreg of wor 


But not till now, has 
And o'er the 


control ; 


grief had power to overwhelm the soul 


crushed and broken heart, to throw its dread 
But still the memory of t] ast, willlive in davsto be 
Yet 


That called your loved one 


*midst the bitterness of tear dore the w deere 


from this earth, for far too pure to 


bear 
In all the mildness of her ‘ { c fh i 
For when hath lif possessed, or hang fdenth destroyed, 
More lovely hopes—but now al t rm fta void, 
For all is lost—in days to come you'll roam in sad desnair 


And o'er her sacred ashes pour, a grief that none 


might share 
For poor’s the comfort mourning ones, this changing world 


would give, 








Then bow submissive ‘neath the stroke, that you with her may 
live. 
Stockport, NV. } 
f R I 
TO “ ERASTUS 
“When w tl nk e7° 
"Tis morn o'er all the green and silent vales, 
And joyously the bright, unfettered streams 
Gush at the breath of Spr through allthe dale 
Woaker ¥ to Life and IL, t "mid st vy gleam 
And wandering breezes stealing o'er the es 
TWaclose them soft and dreamily: the flower 
Erst sleeping in the folds its y d wenves 
Trembles vet vy wi the 
And the g harth ’ i . f 
In that blest hour—then—then | of thee 
7 he sunben gaze tool \ 
The flowers at ne " 
tht at entlet tl r ‘ 
To whisper i the shadowy « ] _ 
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on 
The slumbering buds—come muarmuring— 


Again amid the swaying boughs, where husiied 


Ihe songster sits with head beneath its wing 


The 
In praise, 


notes of liquid melody that gushed 
at morn, from every waving tree, 


Sink to the low response—then—then I'll think of thee. 


Atthe hushed hour ofeve—when flow’ rets close, 
Ny 


A purer fragrance lingers ‘round the rose, 





sath Heaven's soft dews deep in their young buds prest, 


And gleams and shadows o'er its dreamy rest— 


Come fitfully, like moonbeams, o'er the wave. 
The sun-set hues are fading, and the stars 


Shine one by one, all glitteringly ; and save 


The vesper song of some lone bird, nought mars 
tillness, as we bend the knee, 


the loved of Earth 


The solemn 


For those, 


*Tis midnight o'er the s! 
Unbidde 
And o'er the visions of the past, there seems 
A strange, 
Wi: 


The young a 


eeping earth—and dreums— 
n come from the dim, shadow V land ’ 
mysterious spell. A spirit band 
faithless, 


nd beautiful—the loved 





ide by side the and the dead— 
and the estranged, 
Move onward with a slow, and solemn tread— 


To wild unearthly music. Then ‘tis changed— 
Along the mighty ] lain, another host 
Of dazzling forms—the trusting and the true, 


And those on E 


Move onward with the forms 


irth who loved and trusted most 


oureb 


ldhood knew. 


The vision fades—t! art beats tremulously, 


I wake to“ sad, sweet, silent thoughts of thee 


“ City of Elms,’ Conn. 1845. Harriett A. B. 
———_>++2 5 ¢ O=1+~—— 
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MOTHER. 
Ir there is a word that’s lisped or breathed, 
Sung, or prayed more thana 
Whi 


That word, that gentle word is Mother 


nother, 


h melts the heart though it be stone, 


The infant on the heaving breast, 
With tender arms, a little lover, 
Ki first, and clings around, 
"The eck of he } g tle Mother 
Thus through his life he lives and loves 
] ugh griefsb k clouds about him hover: 


He shuns the vain and empty world, 


to her is Mother 


out one word he ear 


And se Is with ita 


not smothe ft 


praver to God 


That word, that burning word, is VWother. 
Claverack, N. Y.1245 J.G.8. 
- 29 4 Cs 
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NIGHT AND DAY 


Nicut slow] ed along 
I ist halls ill isforn fenet 
With torches bright, and echoing with the song 
Of Philomel, till from the r East 
Aurorn ming « 
And glittering steeds j inny splendors came, 
Lb ing with their rays each pale-eyed star 


To melt themselves b er flame 


Of Day. wi © lovely face, 


And fleecy locks, and brightly beaming eve. 


Emiled, as he westward stole with sober pace 


with the sable veil, 


g tresses round her forehead hound 
’ 


urmounted by a crescent pale 


ster ruie’s with orie crowned 


Wende WV Im4o rou 


t jewe 


0, COME TO THE W 


spurn, 


then—then I'll think of thee. 


O, come to the west! firm, sinew y, strong, 
In the pride of life young man— c 
Here's the field where thy burning hopes belong 


For the prize, shall win, who can. 


O, come to the west ! with the gay laughing eye, 
And lip of ruby mirth, 

Thou maiden, bright as the diamond-set sky, 
And sweet as the flowers of earth. 


Yes, 
Where the sun's bright eve 


come tothe west! come young and come old, 
doth smile, 
With a warmth that will turn you as yellow as gold, 
Come shake with the. E. W. Y. 
Vandalia, Ill. 1845. 
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BOOK BINDING. 


Tne Subscriber respectfully informs the Publie, that he has 

tablished in connection with his Printing Office a Bookbind- 
ery, and has employed a competent Bookbinder to enrry it on, 
and now is prepared to execute all orders for the binding of 


BOOKS, PERIODICALS, PAMPHLETS, &C. 


in the neatest, cheapest and most durable manner. 

"The RURAL REPOSITORY, will be bound with 
leather backs and corners, in as good style, if not better, than 
they ever have been done in this city, at 50 Cents for two 
Volumes bound together, and in Cloth for 374 4 Cents. Single 
Volumes, from 31 to 374 Cents. 

N. B. Please Call and try us, Up Stairs 
Oftice W. B. 


Hudson, Norember 8, 1845, 


in the Printing 


STODDARD. 





RURAL REPOSITORY 


OWL 22, { cmmencing + fy jit. 13 845. 
EMBELLISHED WITH NUMEROUS ENGRAVINGS, 
Price $1 
THE RURAL 


Clubs from 50 to 75 Cents. 


R Lert ISTTC RY “ ill be devote dto Polite 
Literature; containing Moral and Sentimental Tales, Original 
Communications, Biographies, Traveling Sketches, Amusing 
Miscel'any, Humorous and Historical Anecdotes, Poetry, &e. 
The tirst Numberofthe Tucrenty-Second Volumeofthe Rurat 


Rereosrrory will be tssued on Saturday the 13th of Sep 
tember, 1845 
The character and design of the Rural Repository be ng so 


generally known, it would seem Imost superfluous to offerany 
but, we are induced to submit to the public 


om notices of 





thing further 


two porngr ipl s containing condensed extrnets tr 


the Repository,’ published in various Journals, throughout 
the United States, in the room of praising ourselves as some 
are under the necessity of doing 

The’ Rural Repository’ isa neat and elegant semi-month 


Periodical. published in the City of Hudson. Columbia Co 
N.Y. and which we believe is the oldest liternry paper in the 
United States: and while it has made no very great pretensions 
than those publi 


eirelatms 


to public favor, itis far better 
lloudofti 


“ ho 


Amid 


ittons 
boast longs 





the fluctuations of the world psand downs of the 
periodicn! presse, for nearly n score of vears this little m cellany 
has pursue 1‘ the « 1 te ret at vn ittering its sweets 

nnd, and inere ng in interest and popularity, and our 


of course, infer, that if it had no merit it would 
Hed off this mortal eoul 


age,’ 


HSOsMSIVAOAMS., 


have shut long time 


THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be published every 
other Saturday, in the Quarto form, containing twenty six 
numbers of eight pn res ench, witha title page nnd index to 


the volume, making in the whole 208 pages It will alse be 
tly it 


ipest, and best literary papers 


TERMS. 
ner annum, mrarival 
Lith, llth, 3th 


st volumes, and any one 


embellished with numerous Engravings, and consequer 
1 
Il be one of the neatest, cher 


in the country. 


wi 


ONE DOLLAR 
havea few 
%~th, 


In in adrance We 
comes of the lth, 17th, eth, 19th, 
and 21 sending for the 22d vol 
ume, can have as many copies of either of these volumes nas 
they w ish at the rate Those who se nd &5 or &7 
their choice of one of the 

thease 





srLine . fora 
itioned 
d S10 of S15, their choice of 
and those who send S20 and over, their choice of three. 


Clubs! Clubs!!! Clabs!t! 


All those nd us the f Nowit fg amounts 


mittunece, shall receive ns 


club. can have 
Volumes 


two 


nhowe me 


erntis 


who se 


] 
who will sé in one re 


stated below. viz 


Four Comes for 83.000 Twenty PourCopies for®15.00 
Seven a £5.00 Thirty de Sleoo 
Ten do S7.00 Thirty-Five do S00 
bifteen do, S10.00 Forty do. 222.00 
Twenty do S300 Pitty do. £25.00 
re No subs tion received for less than one vear All 
the back numbers furnished to new subseribe rs during the year 
until the edition ts out, unless otherwise ordered 
Names of subscribers with the amount of Subscription to be; 
sent as soon as possible to the publisher 
WILLIAM B STODDARDA 
Hudson, Columbia Co. N. Y. 1845. ~ 
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